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FAREWELL ye green fields and ſweet groves, 7 

Where PHIL LIs engag'd my fond heart; | 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 

And nature is dreſs'd without art: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, 

or muſic can ſoothe me to reſt; 

For PH1LL1s proves falſe to her word, 

And Strephon can never be bleſt. 


Oft-times, by the fide of a ſpring, 
Where roſes and lilies appear, 

Gay Phillis of Strephon wou'd ſing, 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear. 

But, ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 

She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all lhe had ſaid was a jeſt. 
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Too late, to my ſorrow, I find, 
The beautics alone that can laſt, 

Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
| Which envy or time cannot blaſt ; 
Beware, then! beware how ye truſt 
Coquettes, who to Love make pretence 
For Phillis to me had been juſt, 
nature had bleſt her with ſenſe. 
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